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Tracy got the telephone away from me and persuaded Carol to
hang up. But he couldn't persuade me, hard as he tried, that she
was one of his customer's girl friends. I thought she was his girl
friend. He finally admitted I was right.
Tracy was deeply involved with Carol. If I hadn't been so heart-
broken on my own account, I might have pitied her. As it was, I
didn't blame her for the mess. I couldn't. She didn't know Tracy
was a married man, the father of three children. He hadn't told her,
He lacked the courage, he said.
The shock of his confession was shattering, although I concealed
it. I felt obliged to offer him his freedom and I did so calmly, but
the truth is I was terrified I would lose him. Tracy said he did not
want a divorce. He promised there would be no more Carols in his
life and that he would break with her at once. He did feel, how-
ever, that he owed her the consideration of a personal visit, and the
next day the two of us drove to Tucson. I waited in a downtown
hotel while he faced Carol.
She put him through a rough experience. She cried, she
screamed, she threatened to buy a gun and shoot him. Indeed, she
gave him such a scare that I had to drive the car back to Los
Angeles. He was still shaky after we arrived. I was convinced he
was truly sorry and I avoided recriminations. He asked his office to
relieve him of the Tucson territory at his mother's suggestion. Both
of our families knew about the trouble.
It was my mother-in-law who introduced me to Tracy. At that
time she was a national officer in my college sorority—I was a
lowly sophomore—and Tracy was a bachelor of twenty-six, al-
ready graduated, and well established with the firm where he
still works. He considered me just a kid, and we saw each other
only sporadically, but I regarded him as my most exciting date.
When he went on his trips—he was sharing an apartment with his
mother—I used to drop by their place and help her keep up with
'his mending and stuff. One time she and I redecorated and re-
papered his room. Tracy laughed at us, but I think he was pleased.
When he was drafted and stationed in San Francisco I bom-

